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A Description op a Craftsmen's Merry-Making 
BY HELEN PLUMB 

SrftntUB: ©Ijr- iifnnnrablr- (Suilb nf Arta anb ffirafta 
^ aalutra gnu all, anb btba gnu aaarntblr on Qtwrlftb. 
Ntgljt, iul|trlj ta «p fitly nag nf Sanuarg, nnr tbnuaanb 
nine bunbrrb anb r-lruw, at tjalf naat rigtjt nf tb* rlnrfe, 
at ttjr firuiabtr Jlnttr-rg. ®b.ta ninb.t ia brbiratr tn fair 
rnnfr-nt anb gnu, tljat all be aa ntrrrg aa gnnb rnmpany. 
gnnb urinr, anb gnnb uwlrnmp ran makr gnnb nr-nplr. 

(Hberr- mill br binrra rntrrtainmrnta nf jnrunb fulr- 
tibr annrta, mummr-ra, mr-rrg jnuattnga, anb mnrria 
banrra; anb a riglft nnblr- fraat laib in ttjr banquet ball. 

Jffurtljrrntnrr, it ia rrquirrb nf all Ingal (Sutlb 
members anb ttjeir guests tljat tljeg rnme attireb in gar- 
menta amiable tn tljeir eatate, gutlb, trabr nr rraft, nnr 
mill any be abmitieb unleaa an arrageb. 



To this invitation, sent out by the So- 
ciety of Arts and Crafts of Detroit, a 
goodly company responded — revelers who 
had traveled "backwards through time 
and crossways through space" to the 
merrie England of old to join in revel, 
masque, music, and the dance. 

The place of revelry was the Pewabic 
Pottery, the arched and low-raftered 
walls of which were hung with old tap- 
estries, richty broidered arras, and gar- 
lands of laurel. In the great doorway 
was suspended the never failing "kissing 



ball," near the fireplace was a dais for 
the "Lord of Misrule," a hundred 
candles lent radiance — and, behold ! a 
quondam baronial hall ! 

The time was not definitely set, but 
lay between the sixth and sixteenth cen- 
turies, so, challenged by the faithful 
Heralds of the Guild, a host of discarded 
personalities, a gorgeous delirium of 
anachronisms suitably attired to their es- 
tate, gradually peopled the hall. Present- 
ly was heard afar the singing of sweet 
old carols by lusty throats, "Good King 
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Wenceslaus" and "The First Nowel." 
The "Waits," being summoned within by 
the Master of Ceremonies, appeared in 
rough cloaks, bearing lanterns, ready 
and willing to respond to the demand for 
another "Noel," after which they were 
conducted below to the Buttery for cakes 
and ale. But hardly were they de- 
spatched when a loud outcry preluded a 
strolling band of "Mummers," headed 
by the "Father Christmas Fairy," who 
craved permission to present the very 
oldest mumming play wherein "King 
Alfred and his Bride," "Jean Blunder- 
bore and Little Man Jack," "The Turk- 
ish Champion," "St. George and the 
Dragon," set upon each other, fight to 
a finish, die and are severally revived 
by "Old Dr. Ball and his gigantic Blue 
Fills" — when, thereupon, all exit, sing- 
ing. "Hold, men, hold. We are very 
cold." 

No sooner had these departed than a 
second band of mummers appeared with 
"Mr. Mustek Man," a fiddler and attend- 
ant musicians begging leave to present 
the "Revesby Sword Plate" — as unc- 
tuous a bit of old-time jesting as exists. 
Their sword play "anticks" and morris 
dances were done with verve and great 
spirit, many of the audience joining in 
the latter. 

Ensued then the ceremony of the 
"Twelfth Cake" — the "Lot of the Bean" 
determining its finder the "King of Mis- 
rule." Amid much merriment the cake 
was cut, the slices outflung, until his 
bean-born high and puissant Majesty was 
hailed "Monarch for a short reign and a 
merry one!" Choosing a consort, the 
King of Misrule led the way to the ban- 
quet hall and bade his Heralds proclaim 
the feast. Adown the room ran the 
long deal table, set out with plates and 
mugs, huge cottage loaves, great rounds 
of cheese, and by it were low wooden 
benches for all to sit upon. 

Chanting homage to the Boar's Head 
the varlets entered bearing aloft in pro- 
cession the noble Boar's head with gar- 
lands gay, the lark pie, foaming tank- 
ards of ale; the blazing plum pudding, 
and the Peacock in full plumage. To 
and fro ran the minions and varlets serv- 



ing all, and now and again the "Waits" 
burst into song — "The Bailiff's Daugh- 
ter of Islington" — "Down Among the 
Dead Men" being sung, the guests tak- 
ing up the chorus. At length the King 
called for the wassail bowl to crown this 
right noble feast, and in was brought the 
time-honored brew steaming with spicy 
odors, and healths were pledged round 
the board as the "Waits" sang the fine old 
wassail song: 

Here we come a wassailing, 

Among the leaves so green, 
Here we come a wassailing, 

So fair to be seen. 
Love and joy come to you, 

And to you your wassail, too, 
And God bless you 

And send you 

A Happy New Year." 

But the true glory of a King is his 
subjects, and no more sumptuous pageant 
ever crowned medieval monarch than 
stooped their proud crests to the ermined 
Lord of Misrule! Every age and every 
clime, every estate and guild, was pres- 
ent; around the banquet board barons 
and great ladies rubbed shoulders with 
Dominican friars. Some wore the in- 
signia of the leather craft, others showed 
the potter's wheel, yet another the arm 
and hammer of a "juryman" and yet 
another the symbols of the architect's 
profession; beneath the cap of a pren- 
tice goldsmith of Cellini's time one dis- 
covered a fellow craftsman. 

It seemed, indeed, no "make believe," 
so complete was the fitness of place, cos- 
tumes and manners. For the time being 
it was to the revelers reality — "dreaming 
true." All seemed more alive, more 
real, more natural than commonly. It 
was living history — a volume de" luxe, 
illuminated— a book of "Arts, Manners 
and Customs of the Middle Ages." 

And so Twelfth Night, 1911, melted 
into the thirteenth day and the short- 
lived reign of the King of Misrule came 
to an end, leaving the discarded person- 
alities to find their way to "the backward 
abj'm of Time on the leaden footstep of 
care," but leaving, also, a memory of 
picturesque scenes and of a jubilee that 
will "live for aye." 



